
IN SEARCH OF A
LOSTMEMORf.

Mysterious Kaufmann Taken
on a Tour by the

Journal,

"THERE! IT IS," HE CRIES.

Seems to Recognize a Familiar
Road, and Shouts in

His Lxcitement.

THEN REMEMBRANCE FADES AGAIN

Who Is the Man ?.He Seems Accomplishedand Refined Above
His Station.Is He

Pretending ?

"Ansp" Kanfmann. the man whose

memory has snapped off short, and over

whom such celebrated experts. in nervous

diseases as Dr. Charles L. Dana and EdwardFrankel have been puzzling for
jiore than a month, is still a cherished
patient at Bellevue Hospital.
Through the courtesy of Superintendent

Murphy, of the hospital, the Journal has,
however, been enabled to advance him severalsteps toward the discovery of who and
what he is.
For the last three days, accompanied by

a representative of the Journal, and furnishedwith every conceivable aid, Kaufmannhas been driven up and down, back
and forth through Greater New York look~fnmiliuv lnndnifl rlr srvinp

well known face that might stimulate his
stricken faculty.

It will be recalled that Kaufmann has
always insisted from the time he was able
to talk about himself at all that his employmentfor two years prior to his afflictionhad beeu that of driver of a grocer's
delivery wagon, in which capacity he was

in the habit of performing journeys averagingin distance about thirty miles a

day. His conviction of this fact never

faltered.
Accordingly it was argued that a journeyin a private conveyance wvtuld be much

more likely to revive his memory than any
amount of travel in street cars or on foot.
He was therefore placed in a carnage and
driven from the Battery to the northernu>stlimits of the city.
The results attained by this process were

amazing. The motion of the wheels
.

Seeuieu ut VUl c iI.r Kiiuuw^ uia

from time to time lie pointed out anrl
named familiar landmarks along the route.
Kaufmann is beyond question a New
Yorker, but lie remains a mystery.
Among the theories advanced to account

for his peculiar condition is the very
natural one that he is shamming. That the
expert -s do not so believe is. however,
shown by the fact that they do not cease

t" experiment upon him and exhibit him

their clinics as a rare example of one

the phenomena of apbasifi. He was

hypnotized again only yesterday by Dr.
Frankel. bur with no satisfactory results.
His memory refused to move at this treatment.as it.has refused to do heretofore.

Odil finalities lor n urntr.

But is ho shamming? He was assured
by the Journal reporter yesterday, who

in addressing him spoke with great positiveness,that he had rcaliy never driven
a groeer.v wagon in his life, but on the

contrary had led an existence of ease and
refinement, as his conversation and evidentattainments seemed to demonstrate.
The man's dreamy blue eyes assumed on

tn instant a new expression of doubt.
"Well," he said, in his broken English.
"I cannot be sure; perhaps I was never

in the grocery business. It often seems

to me as if I had always associated with

people of education."
Kaufmann's physical characteristics give

the lie to his assertion that he has lived by
mannal labor. His hands are plump, white;
the Angers taper to spatulate tips like those
of a ninsician. He plays the piano. His

favorite music is classical. He speaks enthusiasticallyof Mozart, Beethoven and

I hopin. He has heard Wachtel sing "WilllamTell," and goes Into raptures over his

high He knows Wagner, and warbled
last night in n melodious baritone. In German.the "Song to the Evening Star."
This man clearly has an interesting past.

Has it escaped hiim or is he concerned
about remaining silent in reference to it?
There is another significant cluster of cir

V,.tmnnn Tins nil the man-
ciimsiauvrs. v..

ners of a gentleman. He la courteous to a

fault. He sat down to dinner in a high
class hotel, although he wore a slop-shop
suit of varied garments bestowed upon him

at the hospital, with the sangfroid of an

habitue. The way he smokes a cigarette
seems to betray him.
He says he never smoked cigarettes until

he entered the hospital. But to behold him
inhale the noxious paper weed is to foster
reuewed doubt of km sincerity, and his

fingers are stained to the amber hues of the
well regulated "fiend."

Is this man Kaufmann acting a part, and
If so to what end? He has food, clothing
and a bed at the hospital, and kindly treatment,but these are small returns for the

relinquishment of the good things of life.
He appeared at Bellevue Hospital March

2">, worn, siek and in rags. He was at first
thought to be an alcoholic and treated accordingly.It was soon seen, however,
that he was not suffering from the effects
of strong drink, and be was then placed in
the insane pavilion, where he remained
under surveillance for ten days. At the
expiration of that period the doctors decidedthat lie was a> sane as "any of them,
and he was accordingly sent to ward
seventeen, where he has been ever since
tinder the designation of a patient suffering
iron) maiaria, out ne is periecny nvcii

physically, and has a splendid appetite.
AH that he claims is the matter with him
is that he cannot remember anything of the
past beyond the following facts, or what
he says ;ire facts:

His Own Story in Brief.
At 6 o'clock on the morning of March 5

lie went, he says, to a saloon across the
street from the grocery store where he
was employed, with the' stableman. They
had one drink. He took whiskey. Then
tie remembered nothing more until he found
Himself tottering before the gates of Helleneon March 25. All he can recall of the
grocery store is that it was a big store
.vith three show windows and a frame
mperstructnrc three stories high. Its
business was so large that ft required the
service of twelve delivery wagons, one of
which he drove. He remembers that the
store was on a side street, not far removed
from an avenue through which a line of
ears ran. This is the store the Journal essayedto And through an appeal to the
man's memory from the sight of land
marks along the road.
An early st was made three days ago

from IiellevF ispltal. Kaufinaiin wore

au old black worsted sweater, a pair of
striped trousers, darned in many places,
and a rusty black coat with tails. His
head covering was an old cap such as

'longshoremen wear. His shoes ue brought
with him to the hospital. They were at
variance with the remainder of his garb. In
that their pattern was almost elegant and
their workmanship of the best.
Shortly after the start Kaufmann was

offered a cigar. He accepted It with thanks,
but asked to be allowed to smoke It after
dinner. Then he asked for a cigarette,
which he inhaled with the gusto of a connoisseur.
The course pursued at the beginning was

through Forty-second street and up >Iadisonavenue. Kaufmann was silent until
Fiftieth street was reached, when he poked
his head ont of the' window and said:
"That is St. Patrick's Cathedral, is It

not?"
Reeojrn i/.es Familiar Objects,

Driving through the Park he commented
easily and naturally on all he saw. He
picked out the principal objects of interest.
"That's where the Mail ends," he' observed."and over there is the cave. Ah!

there is the Museum of Art! The Natural
History Museum is on the opposite side of
the Park, is it not? Cleopatra's Needle
looks just the same, but where is that little
lake that was on this side on which the
children used to skate?"
Kaufmann's memory was apparently

waking rapidly, and he was asked when he
had seen these objects before.
"Oh I L-nnw Vew Vnrt " he renHeri evil-

sively, "from the Battery to the HarleK."
When Seventh avenue and Central Bridge

were reached Kaufinann was asked
whether it might not be that he had driven
over a bridge in his excursions from the
grocery store into the eountry. Yes, be
said, he had driven over a bridge, but it
was not so large a bridge.
He remembered, he said, that he had

crossed a bridge, and then had had to
exercise the utmost caution because his
way lay over a railroad track. After that
he passed a low stone wall which protected
a cemetery. Would he remember the cemeteryif he saw It again? He was sure if
he once saw that cemetery and the stone
wall around it he could pick his way back
to the store in which he was employed.
As the carriage rolled rapidly along

Jerome avenue, the clear notes of a piano
were heard, ringing out the measures of
a brilliant, but familiar air or long ago.
Nobody paid any heed to it but Kaufmann.
He listened intently for^a few moments
and then said:

That is the 'Maiden's Prayer.' I used
to play that!-'
He said he wished he could get at a

piano so that he could demonstrate his
skill, and then, apologetically:

"It's a long while, though, since I've
played the piano. ,1 didn't have much opportunityin the grocery business."

Tells Something of His Past.
"Were you ever in any other business,

Mr. Kaufmann V"
"Yes, when I was a boy I was apprenticedto the large chemical works of E.

Schering & Co., in Berlin. Then when I
first came here I went to St. Louig. where
I was in the fur business. After that, all

How K&uf
Appeared or

morns n 9* of

Is a blank. Yes. I lived in New Y'ork for
twenty years after that and it seeps to
me as if I must always have been in the
grocerv business."
"What was the character of your customers?"
"Oh. they were farmers, people who

lived in fine villas of their own; if I coitld
only see one of them they would tell uie
who I am and where I work!"
"Can't ypu remember the names of arty

of your customers?"
No!"
"How did they address you?"
"They always called me Ernest. My full

name is Charles Ernest Kaufuia'nn. The
only customer I remember distinctly was
an Italian, but I can't recall his name."
The carriage drove through Woodlawn

Cemetery, but the endless lines of monumentssuggested nothing to Kaufmann. It
was only when the northerly exit was
reached and the carriage began to descend
the steep hill toward the Harlem Railroad
Station that his memory seemed to begin
to stir.
"There! There!" he railed out, excitedly,

"that looks like the wall!"
The carriage-was turned about and driven

up the hill away from the railroad. A
low stone wall skirts Woodlawn on the left
at this point, and Kuufmann was soon
beside himself with emotion.
"That is the wall," he exclaimed, posi-

lively, pasi w mi u t uruir. i nuu« it

because the monuments are all little on this
side. I also remember the road lumps with
those little reservoirs above the light foi
the naphthaline. Yes. this is the place, ami
back there is the railroad over which 1
drove. Now, turn back, and I think I can
And my store."
The carriage was turned about and driver

over the railroad track, and so up the steej
hill paved with Belgian ldoeks. which lead?
to the White Plains ltoad.
"Yes." said Kaufmann. "I reniembei

driving my horses up this steep hill in tin
Winter time. It was always the hardest
part of the journey, because it was s(

icy. I used to have to drive zig-zag t<
get along. Oh. there's no doubt now! I'm
so happy. 1 think I'll find my store this
very night!"

Strngglc of Memory to Win.
The trolley line which traverses th«

Vl'hlfo lM»fns Rnail nrodneed an instant im-

presslon.
"Yes," he said, "that's the road along

which I drove home every night. I rememberthe trolley. We're ou the right
track now."
The further the carriage proceeded the

greater became the man's emotion. The
blood suffused his cheeks and the veins
stood out knot-like ou his forehead. ,Tp»rs
rolled down his cheeks. He seemed unable
to control himself, but shouted like a

schoolboy, decltfring that ho would sleep
in his own bed that night and greet his old
employer and his comrades who, he said,
would be so glad to see him.
"I remember that row of houses," he

cried, pointing to a long line of frame
dwellings newly erected, "they were just
beginning them last Winter. There is a
house".indicating a partly demolished
framework."that was burned down last

Winter. I remember it well.- This road is
all right! It is O. K. I tell you!" he
shouted. "Still 1 suppose I have to go back
to the hospital and report myself. I bless
the Journal for what it has done for me."
This was at Williamsbridge, and darknessbegan to fall. Kaitfmann regretted

this, because, lie said, he might not be
able to pick out his employer's store by
the failing light. Still bis confidence that
he was on the right track apparently never
faltered.
"Perhaps." he said, "I was mistaken in I

supposing the store was so far up its this. I
I think I drove farther down under the
elevated road and over a bridge. I rememberI used to walk from our store on Summerevenings to Sulzer's Harlem River
Park."

It was only when the Third Avenue
Bridge was crossed that Kaufinaun began
to grow listless. He said that that didn't
seeom to he the bridge, and when be emerg- |
ed into the glare of Third avenue he pro-
nonnced liimseir once more :ir sea. tie

said, however, that If he could return to!
the vicinity of \Vllllanisbridge uext day he |
would easily be able to find his way.
His Mini! tioe* Hack to Desolation.
He was taken back over the same route

yesterday, but showed no enthusiasm
whatever. He was not even impressed
with the objects lie had rejoiced over the
day before. The houses he had then rec- f
oguized were now as strangers to him.
"What's the matter, Kaufniann?" he was

asked. "Don't you see anything familiar?" r

"It all looks different now," he said, rue- '

fully. "I guess I must have been mis-

"Are you sure your name Is Kaufmann?"
"No. I wouldn't be sure of that."
He said he had seen some pictures In a

recent issue of the Journal descriptive of
a bicycle run to Dobbs Ferry. These
pictures had a familiar air. and he expresseda wish to go to Dobb's Ferry. On
the way to Mount Vernon, and also in that £

city, inquiry was made at every large ^
grocer's for a concern of the extensive
eliTacter of the one in which Kaufmann v

saya he worked. These inquiries proved c

ij j'jh 'i! ' I ^ J

v/«>nt «« §[Man^eanffe' -J

Portraits of " Anse ' Kaufma
As a guest of the Journal this mai

cal fraternity, has been driven all ovi

ing if he could recognize any familiar
to be reviving, but in the end he drifte

i

conclusively tlia't there is no establishment
of such si/.e either in Harlem, the Annexed
District or any of the outlying towns. In.qufries at the stores of Park »St Tilford.
Acker, Merrall A Oondlt, Smith f«.V Sills.
Austin Nichols and other large establishmentswere equally fruitless.
Kaufmann failed at I>obbf Ferry to

Identify the original of the pictures he had
seen in the Journal, and returned to this

J City very despondent.
, A good dinner, however, of which lie

partook with abundant appetite, soon re-

(stored his spirits and stimulated his con-
versatioual powers immensely.
It was here that he shone to best ad-'

vantage, and the grocery clerk was lost
in the man of the world.
"1 haven't eaten anything all day, and

yet I don't feel very hungry," remarked
one of the nartv.
"L'appetit vient eu mangeant," retorted

Kaufmann, with an excellent accent.
In short. It was abundantly demonstrat-

ed throughout the above described hunt fori
a lost memory that there are more things
In Kaufmann's philosophy than «re usually
found in a grocery store. Groceries are
assuredly the weakest things in his memory.

Archbishop Starts for Home.
Boston, May 6..His Grace. Are ibishop Willlams,left here to-day for JTework, eu route

to Rome to visit Pope Leo. He .vill be accom-
panled by Very Itev. Thomas 11 .gennls. rector
of St. Thomas's Church. Jamah a Plains, and
the Rev, A. J. Mossl. pastor of ' t. Colnmkille's
Church. Brighton. The Archblsi ip will !>e the
guest of Archbishop Corrigan if Vew York aud
will sail for Europe on Saturd:

HOLD A WATCH
ON SWEETHEARTf

u. +u^ <<r,
NtJWUlUC! UMblUI US LIIC UI

Eds" at the NorthwesternUniversity.
VIAY REVOLT AGAINST I

Ylust Report the Moment
Each Visitor's Arrival, and

When He Goes.

PRESIDENT ROGERS COMMANC

rair Students Foresee Complicatioi
for, of Course, the Men Who

'^ ,| -r-l -r- .11
t^aii ori nem i en

the Truth,

Chicago, May 6..The young women w

ire studying at the Northwestern U

ersity. Evanston, the fair Co-Eds, are

inhappy. A dozen of them gathered on 1
:ampus to-day. Their faces were flush

^ . V

nn, Who Lost Mis Memot
i, whose case is puzzling the med
;r New York for the purpose of se

scenes. At times his memory seemt

d back into forgetfulness.

and tlieir eyes were flashing. Any
rude enough to listen would have he
these pettish exclamations:
"Suppose the clock stopsV"
"You know, Emily, dear, how time s

by under some circumstances."
"I'd like to know how Frankie can

plain his visits."
"Hateful old Rogers!"
"I don't care. I shan't send Archie av

until lie's ready to go. I never do."
"I'll let Rogers understand that marr

trusts to my discretion. She knows
Rogers.pooli!"
These indignant young scholars \\

complaining alwut the newest rule proi
gated by President Henry Rogers, of
University. They well know there is
sentiment in. President Rogers's soul,
they are sure they can study Latin
algebra by day and receive visitors in
evening; they are confident that eve

walk lu the moonlight will not inter:
with their instruction in astronomy. Pi
dent Rogers had already forbidden the '

Eds" to attend iate parties. He believi
young woman eannot dance until dawn
asslmulate Greek at 10 that morning.
"Co-Eds" unwillingly obeyed him, an<

one is out of bed at 12 o'clock now sli
supposedly buraiug Uie midnight oil <

a difficult problem or learning from Xenophonjust liow many parasangs the army
marched.
But the fair scholars are almost ready to

I revolt against the new rule which Js In
) effect.

Any man who visits a female student
1 must fill out a blank that will be provided.

He must give his name, the name of the
student on whom Ife calls and the purpose

0" of his visit. He must also enter on the
blank the time of his arrival and the time
of Ills departure. These blanks, thus filed,
will be copied into a book provided for
that purpose by the faculty.
There's the rub, "copied into a book."

That hateful book will, of course, be indexed.A member of the faculty need only
T turn to certain pages to learn exactly how

often "Willie" and "Frankie" visited the
indignant young women who were protestingon the campus to-day and exactly how

@( late "Willie" and "Frankie" remained at
each visit.' Necessarily the young men who
visit, the Co-Eds are truthful, else the
Co-Eds would not receive them. For they

ERNEST*. ; \

'h As Ktiufnja tui

looks at 'Hie
present t/ime

i/| coukl not believe them, and so it would be
' waste of time to permit their visits.

80. In their mind's eye, the unhappy
Co-Eds see this book, provided by the
faculty, tilled with such entries as this:

: MR. CHARLES COURTLEY :
: Wishes to see :

: MISS IIATTIE STI'DIANS. :
: Purpose of visit: To proi>ose. :
: Time of arrival: 7:30 p. m. :
: Time of departure: 12:43 a. m. :

Or this:
i- : :

: MR. EDWIN SOPHTHEADE :
e" :Wishes to sec :

: MISS HELEN PRIMROSE. :
: Purpose of visit: To demand return :

: of his letters. :
: Time of arrival: 8:45 p. m. :
: Time of departure: 8:45:20 p. m. :

one Or even this, which strictly tells the
ard truth:

: MR. THOMAS M. ASKER
:Wishes to see - :

lips MISS OIDIHE EL1KTLEIGH. :
: Object of visit: To lay siege to her :

: affections. :
ex- : Time of arrival: 8:00 p. tn. :

: Time of departure: 1:00 a. m. :

It's entirely probable there will be trouble
vay it the Northwestern University unless that

oitler is rescinded.
lIUa DRYDOCK TO BE ABANDONED.
me.

Federal .Port Orchard Property Found to Be
ere Built on Sliding Quicksand,
nul- Tacoma, Wash., May 6..The Governmeat'sPort Orchard drydock has been

( found to be built on sliding quicksand, and
is therefore likely to be abandoned.
The discovery created a sensation and re(1

suited in th<? great battle ship Oregon
fere being immediately hurried out.

esi- Cliipley I,endf» Call in Fiorina.
'Co- Tallahassee, I"lu., May 6..Chipley took
is a the lead In the ballot for United States
and Senator to-day. His friends wanted unTheother ballot after the regular dally one,

, but the opposition effeeted an adjournment.
The result of the ballot was: Chipley, 36;

e !s Call, 35; Raney, 19; Hooker, 3, and Bur>verford, 1.

HIS NEMESIS A MOLE.

Counterfeiter Murray Arrested, His Facia
Blemish Again Enabling the Detectivesto Identify Him.

John Murray, a clever counterfeiter anr

passer of counterfeit money, who for th<
past twenty years has been a source 01

annoyance to the Secret Service detectives
was Indicted under the name of Johr
O'Keefe by the United States Grand Jurj
yesterday for passing counterfeit monej
and was com in it ted to Ludlow Street Jai
to await trial.
Murray is about forty-seven years of age

and was at one time a gambler and "short'
card player in Cincinnati. About twentj
years ago he fell in with a gang of conn
terfeiters who were then operating in th«
West, and in a short time he became knowi
as an expert "shover of the queer," thougt
he had one misfortune, which interfered
with his success in that line.a large moh
on the left side of his face near the cornei

to me '*

if his mouth. It was this tuole which once
led to his arrest in Louisville, K.v., but as
lie pleaded guilty to the charge of passing
counterfeit half dollars and as it was His
first offence he received only a light sentence.
According to Chief Hasten, of the Secret

Service, Murray became known as "The
Man with the Mole," and since his arrest
?>» T.tvTite villa lit* hnu V\oari nrrasstnrl mtw! frill-

victert six different times, and has served
in ail twelve' years in different Federal
prisons. In each case the mole led to his
arrest and Identification, and it was the
mole which brought about his arrest in
tliis c'^v.
In 18t»4 Murray, under the name of Foley,

was arrested in Chicago on the same old
charge and was sent to Joltet. On March
22 last "the man with tins'mole" and two

:>ther Federal prisoners escaped from .Toliet,
ind the Secret Service detectives throughoutthe country were directed to nrrest him
as an escaped prisoner. Murray went at
once to Chicago after his escape and remainedat a hotel there under the name of
Casey. He remained in his room until .his
friends, tfbo had assisted him in escaping,
supplied him with a quantity of counterfeit
quarters and half dollars. Then he started
East, "shoving" the counterfeit coins in
the different towns he passed through. His
victims, when they complained to the
police, always described rho man from
whom they received the money as having
a mole on the side of his face, but as Murraynever remained long In any one town
^ harri t.-i trnro him. On Anril fi
Murray was arrested for passing Counterfeitten-cent pieces in Christie street.

RALEIGH'S MEN DESERT.

Many of the Newly Assigned One:

Missing When the Cruiser Was
Ready to Sail.

"When the cruiser Raleigh was ronrly tc

weigh anchor yesterday and start to joir
the fleet of war ships on the European station,it was discovered that some of tin
men who had been recently assigned to hei
had deserted. She was compelled to se'

sail with little more than half her comple
ment.
During the past week many of the neu

men left tiie ship Itbout permission, am

i^ot a few of those who had been grantei
leave failed to' return. The officers wen

finally compelled to restrict leave of ah
senee to the men who had already servei
on the Raleigh and on whom (he officer
knew the.v could rely.
Men from the receiving ship Vormon

tl... I ? <, 1., ],T11 tmf ..Iv ,

take the places of the deserters. tint fo
transference to other ships of the Eurt
pettn squadron. A number of the men o

board those ships will he sent home 011 tk
cruiser t'ineinnatl tis soon as substitute
for theru are received. The Raleigh prop
to the European station to relieve the ( it
cinpati, which Is to eotne home for repairs

MARY GRANT CRAMER'S LETTEI

She Says the Version Given Out by Editc
Vlasto Was Not Correct.

Mary Grant Cramer, sister of Genera
I'lyases S. Grant, has written a letter t
the Journal from East Orange, N. J., unde
date of May ft, I11 which she says:

This moraine's mail brought me a New
York Journal of May 1. containing a copy
of a letter said to be addressed to Editor
Solon .1. Vlasto by tue, beginning: "My
dear Mr. Vlasto." 1 wrote 1 o1 Demetrius J.
Vlasto, in reply to a letter front hfin asking
the use of m.v name as honorary vice-presidentof "The American National Fund to
l I.l ,1... I. niv|

addressed Mr. Vis,Mo as ''Dear Sir" and expressedmy sincere sympathy with the cause
he represented and my willingness to have
my name used In the way he suggested. I
did not know what Mr. Vlasto's business
was. and was surprised to learn of my letterbeing published. Il was not written for
that purpose. Since It has been made public.I must ask you to do ine the favor of
publishing this one.

I did Inform Mr. Vlasto that my family
shared my views In regard to the troubles
in Greece. In using the term "my family"
I meant the one residing In Kast Orange,
my sister (Mrs. Corblul and myself being
the only two surviving members of the elder
Grant family.

I feel sure that 1 did not use the terms
"exceedingly happy." "universe" and "graeious"as reported in the letter of April 29,
and 1 know that It did not eontnin the followingsentence, applying to the whole
Grant family: "After the Grant memorial
celebration, at dinner, the whole familytalked over the Eastern question and
the struggle of your dear country."

r ui.ioH >it homo that evening, and the East-
em question was not then discussed. If that
sentence refers to the luncheon served near

nt.v brother's tomb on the 27th; I must emphaticallydeny that I si>oke for his family.
We were not seated at the same tahle they
were, and therefore could not hear theli
conversation on that occasion.

I much regret the necessity of making the
foregoing correction. I'erhnps In the pres*
of business at Mr. Vlasto's office m.v lettei
was copied by some one in haste, who wa(

not sufficiently careful to guard against
mistakes.

Foreigner S!a>- Eater West Foin

Washington. May 6..The Secretary
State to-day sent to the House a draft
a joint resolution to authorize the Sect
tnry of War to admit Carlos Qutierrez, s

of the President of Salvador, to the Wt
Point Military Academy.

PRANKS BEGUN
: BY SUMMER HEAT.
t

; Men and Women Suddenly
Driven to Queer

1 Performances,
: "I'M KING!" CRIES GAVAN.

Mrs. Tucker, Addled by the
' Warm Wave, Jumps from a

Window, but Is Caught.
FOLLIES OF SUPERHEATED LOVE.

Two Juliets, with a Single Romec,
Meet on Seventh Avenue, and
Come to Blow3.A Cargo oi

Mineral Water Sinks.

The idiot who asks "Is it hot enough for
youir" found his first opportunity yesterday.At 4:30, p. rn. the thermometer that
officially marks the temperature in the
Weather Bureau, registered 73 decrees. But
that thermometer is at an airy height.
Away below it, 011 the street, the temperaturewas 76 degrees in the shade and
the thermometers the sun Shone on stood
at 80 degrees. The fizz of the soda' water
fountains sounded unceasingly; the flow of
beer was constant. Women and men, unpwparedfor the sudden rise in temperature,suffered, were in bad temper, did erraticthings. So the idiot found his first
opportunity.

It was much too hot for Richard Gavan,
for example. Gavan is a cook, of No. 25
Bowery. He arose early and quenched the
/thirst the weather provoked in him. Then
he proceeded tip East Broadway, swinging
his arms and shouting: "I'm the king!"
"I'm the cop," retorted Policeman Kelly,

who has a nice sense of humor. He arrestedGavau, who was taken from the
station house to Bellevue Hospital.

It may have been the heat that overbalancedMrs. Kate Tucker's poor, weak
brain. She lives with her husband and two
children at No: 674 Water street. She tried
to jump from the second story window
early yesterday morning, but her husband,
a big, strong fellow, caught her by the
ankles just as she went out, head first.
Mrs. Tucker hung there, wildly shrieking.
Policeman Maher. of the Delnncey Street
Station, ran up stairs and helped Tucker
to haul his wife into the room. She had
the idea her husband wished to kill her.
She, too. was taken to Bellevue Hospital.

Much Too Hot 1" Court.
The stuffy atmosphere in the Essex MarketPolice Court and Miss ltebecca Fream

irritated Magistrate Crane. Miss Fream.
s<i well known as a reformer on the East
Strip, had a summons for Isaac Kirshner, a

butcher, Xo. 58 Ludlow street. She declaredKirshner deliberately emptied a pall
of water 011 her. She told Magistrate Crane
yesterday that Kirshner wouirl not obey
the summons, and the Magistrate issued
a warrant, which quickly brought the
butcher to court. He took with him some
customers, who swor® Kirshner would have
obeyed the summons as soon as he had
served them.
"How easy it is to get lying witnesses,"

sneered Miss f'renm.
"On both sides," testily remarked His

Honor, whose noble brow was dewed with
perspiration.
"Are you here to administer justice?"

asked the reformer.
"This man positively denies yonr testimony,"answered the Court. "1 cannot hold

him on this evidence. Discharged"'.-this
to Kirshner.
"Sir." exclaimed Miss Cream, "you have

violated every principle of justice," and she
strode from the room.

It was hot In Part II. of the Court of
General Sessions. By an open window
there a woman sat nervously fanning herjself. Her face Was flushed: now she burled
it in a handkerchief, now she stared at the
door through * which had disappeared the
jurymen who tried Henry Gro- er for stealinga diamond pin from Dr. Seymour
Thompson. The jurors returned. The

> woman, pale now. scarcely breathing, so

Intent was she, leaned forward to near

their verdict.
"Guilty," said the foreman abruptly, for

? his collar was wilted.
f The woman fell to the floor In a dead

j. faint. She was Henry Grover's wife.
He Was Xot Cool Knoo^li.

Had he been cooler, this particular John
Smith might have succeeded In his burglary.He broke Into the cellar of No. 201

1 Metropolitan avenue, Williamsburg, where
I Herman Husted keeps a stock of liquors.
e He bored boles In the casks and proceeded

to All several jugs through a robber tube.
Hut the gurgle, gurgle of the whiskey

il through the, tube was too much for hlni.
s Frequently he transferred the end of the

tube from the jug's mouth to his own. He
t was found there so completely drunk they
o thought 1 .y was dead, and sent him to the
r Eastern fnsfriet Hospital,

The weather suggested a scheme to .Tack
ii Keennan, who lias been "sparking" Katie
,, Maginnis. Katie is a waitress at Xo. 141
H West Forty-ttfth street.
a "I'll go and get a little beer (o moisten
i. those svveyt lips of yours." said Jack, who,
i. plainly; has kissed the Hlarnev stone. He

O.m,,,- i.-..it, TP. went for ftw» Peer
and Katie swears her pocketbook wont

* with him.
Warm affection, superheated caused the

r quarrel between Laura Basset t arid Olive
Hlendham. Both are young: Mies Bassett
11 vs at No. 24<> West Forty-first street,

I Miss Bleudhaui at No. 2(57 West Fortietit
0 street. Lately they discovered they both

loved the same man. 'Dick'.' .tones, who
r shines on the vaudeville stage. The young

women met lit Fortieth street and Seventh
avenue, and, in the argument that followed.Miss Blendham bit Miss Bassetf's
thumb in a maimer most unladylike. At
the Jefferson Market Police Court Miss
Blendham was liekl in $1,000 lmll for trial.
The prophets say it will be warm again

to-day. So it is painful to record that a

cargo of mineral water went to the bottomof the North River on the lighter
Alpha .vesterdny. The Alpha moored near
the Rotterdam steamship pier. Hoboken.
sprang a leak arid sank. On board were

Peter Hahpiest. the mate, and a big. fine
bloodhound a noble brute, owned by CaptainE. C. Ritchie. Happiest. the man, got
ashore in a small boat. The bloodhound
sttiek to the lighter and the mineral water
and was drowned.

TURNED ON ALL THE GAS.

Orangetown Fre Engine Company's House

Narmwly Misses Being Blown Up
by a Miscreant

Nyaek. May 6..An attempt was madp
last night to blow up the house of the

Orangetown Fire Engine Compnny, which
is located near the Nyack railroad station.
As Harry Johnson, a member of the company,was passing the house on his way
home at about 11 o'clock lie noticed some-

thing peculiar about the light, ancl calling
the niglil watchman of the station they
proceeded to make an investigation.
On trying the door the men found that

it had been forced, and as it opened a

I strong smell of gas ponrcd out. Johnson
j made Ills way to the parlors of the companyand found a candle burning and every

gas jet turned on full. lie was nearly suffocatedby this time, but managed to crawl
it. to the candle and extinguish it and then
.(> the windows were thrown open.

The officers of the company think the i
°" act was the work of some one who had a
re- personal grievance against some member
on of the company. No arrests have been
?st male yet. but several persons are under

surveillance.


